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The Tragedie 


Then be my paflions bottomleffe with them* 
Mar* But yctlctreafon gouernethy lament. 
Turn* If there were reafon for thefe mifcr ies, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes : 
When heauen doth wecpe, doth not the earth oreflow f 
If the wmdes rage, doch not the Sea wax mad» 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwolne facc^ 
And wilt thou haue a reafon for this co'dci 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow : 
Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth ; 
Then mull my Sea be mooed with her fighes, 
Then muftmy earth with her continuall teares, 
Become a deluge : ouerfiowM and drown' d ; 
For why 4 my bowels cannot bide her woes 9 
But like a drunkard mutt I vomit them: 
Then giueme leaue> for loofcrs will haue leaue, 
To cafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

Enter a mejfettger with two heads a»d a hand. 

Mejf. Worthy AndrottfcHs, ill art thdu repaid. 
For that good hand thou lentil the Empcrour : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fooncs. 
Andheeres thy hand in (come to thee fentbacke: 
Thy gricfcs,tbeir fports ; Thy refol union tnocke * 
That woe is me to chinke vpon thy woes. 
More then remembrance of my father* death. Lxit. 

Marc. No w let hot /fiuu coole in Cicihr, 
And be my heart an euer-burning hell : 
Th?femifcnes are more then may be borne. 
To wcepc with them that wtepe, doth eafc feme deale^ 
But forrow flouted at* is double death * 

Ltm*Kh tbat this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detcftcd life not fhrinke thereat : 
That cuer death fhould let life beare his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breath . 

Mar. Alas poorchart that kifTe is comfonleffe, 
As frozen water to a ftarucdfnake. 

Titm. When will this fearefull (lumber haue an end i 
Mar. Now farweU flateerie^die Andnmicm* 
Thou doft not fiumber^fee thy two fons heads, 
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here i 
Thy other banifht fonnes with this deerc fight 
Strucke pale and bIoodleffe,and thy brother I, 
Eueti likca ftony Image, cold and numme, 
Ah now no more will I comroule my griefes, 
Rent off thy filuer haire^ thy other hahd 
Gnawing with rhy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our nioft wretched eyes ; 
Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftills" 
Ttt pis. Ha,ha,ha, 
Mar. Why do ft thou laugh * it fits not with thlshoure* 
Tu Why I haue not another teare to flied : 
Befide^j tins forrow is an enemy, 
And would viurpe vpon my watryeyes, 
And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 
Then which way f hall I finde Reuenges Caue f 
For thefe two heads doefeeme toTpeakc to me. 
And threat me, I fhall ncucr come to bliffe, 
Till at! thefe mifchiefes be returned againe, 
Euen in : their throat's that haue committed them* 
Conic let me fee what caske I haue to doe, 
You heauie people circle me about, 
That I may curne me to each one of youj 
And fweare tnto my fouleto right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, come Brother take ahead, 



/ _ 


And iii this hand the other willTbeareT 
And Lminm thou flialt be cnployd m'thefr -i* 
Bcare thou my hand fweet wench between Ik 851 
As for thee boy, goe get ihcc from my %h t ^ 1 
Thou art an Exile, and thou mufl not ftav * 
Hie to the Gethts 7 and raife an army there' 
And ifyonloue me > asl thinkeyoudoe * 
Let's kiffe and part, for we haue much to doc" 

Lmh Farewell Andrmktu my noble Fathc - 
The wofurft man that euerliu'd in Rome * , ' 
Farewell proudfe>me J tili^/^ come again? 
Hcloues his pledges dearer then his life; ? 
Farewell Lmima my noble fifter 3 ' 
O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene 
But now, nor Lucim nor LauinU liues f 
But in obliuion and hateful gricfes j 
lf£wV#i hue, he will requityour wrongs 5 
And make proud Saturnine and his Emp'reffe 
Begat the gates likes T*rquin%n& his Qycne 
Now will I to the Goths* and raife a poyi cr * 
Tobereucng'donRomc wASntnrnm V> t 

Bnatzct* 

Enter Andmnktts, Tttmik r Lkmnia, andtbt M 

*An. So/o, nowfic,andlookeyoqeatcnoai"f 
Then will preferue iufl fo muchflrength in \ $ 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of outs „ 
li'Urciu vnknit that forrow-wrcathenknot; 
Thy Neeceand I( poore Creatures) want glir hands 
And cannot paffionate our tenfold griefe, 
With foulded Armes. This poore right faandofmbe. 
Is left to tirranize vppon my breaft^ 
Who when my hart all mad withmifcry, 
Bears in this hollow prilon of my ftefb, 
Then thus I thumpe it downe- 
Thou Map of woe* that thus dofttalkin fignes, 
When thy pooic hart beates without ragious beating, 
Thou canftnot ftnkett thus tomakeitftillf 
Wound it withfighing girle, bil it with groncs : 
Or get fame litde knife betweene thy teech^ 
And iu ft againftihy hart make thou a hole* 
That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finkc, and foaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea fait teares. 

Mar, Fy brother fy % teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her ttnder life* 

An. How now J Basr forrow made thee doate already? 

Why M*nm y no man fhould bemad but I: 

What violent hands can ftielay on her life: 

Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name of hands, 

To bid ^£n§M tell the tale twice ore 

How Troy was 'burnt* and he made miferablcf 

O handle not the theatne a to talke of hands, 

Leaft we remember ftjll that we haue oone 3 

Fie-fie, how Franttquely I fquatemy talke 

As if we fiiould forget wc had no hands: 

If Marctu did not name the word of hands* 

Come, lets fall too, and gentle girte eate this, 

Heerc U nodrinke? Harke Marcm what flie faith 

2 can interpret all her mar ti't'd figties, 

She faies, fte drinkes no other drinke but teares 

Breu'd with her forrow : mefh*d ?ppoil &cr checker 

Speech 


The TragedieGfTm 


H d& compkynet I will Iearne thy thought = 
fLdumbaaion, Willi be asperfeft 
a c beting Hermits in their holy prayers. 
M St not 6gHc nor hold thy flumps to heauen, • 
lor \vinke,nor nod^nor kncele.nor make a fignc, 
S,.c If of thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, s 
i A by ft^ 1 pwftice.lcarne to know thy meaning, 
A Z r Good grandfire leauc thefe bitter dcepe laments, 
x^kc my Aunt merry,with fomepleafing tale. 

UW*r. Afas,the tender boy in paffion tnon d, 
Doth wcepe to fee his grandfires heauineffe. 

An, Peace tender Sapling,thou art made of teares, 
lA teares Will quickly melt thy life away. 

Matchs firihes the dtfhwiih a k?ift * 
doeft thou ftrikc at .Jfcfiffwwith knife. 
Mar. At that that I hauckil'd my Lord.aFlys 
Out on the inurderoitr s thou kil'ft my hart, 
jyjjnc eyes doi*d with view of Tirranie s 
^ deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becotm not Titm broher : get thee gone, 
I fee thou art not for my company. 
tfxr, Alas(my Lord) I haue but kild a flie. 
Jjj t But ? How : ifthar File h^ da father and mother ? 
gow would he hang hisflcr.der gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, 
pome harmdefle Fly, 
That with his pretty buzing melody, 
Came heere to make vs merry, 
Andthou haft kiS'd him, 

iMflr. Pardon me fir, 
ji vvas a blackc illfauour d Fly, 
Like to the Emprcffe Moore a therefore I kild him. 

An. 0,o s o, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a Charitable deed : 
Giuemc thy knife, I will infuk on him, 
Flattering my fdfcs,as if it were the Moore, 
Come hither purpofely topoyfon me. 
There's for thy felfe,aiui chats for Tamira : Ah firra, 
Yet I thinke we arc not brought folow, 
But thatbetweenevs.we can kill a Fly, 
That comes inlikeneffeof a Cole-blacke Moore. 

T&tir* Alas poore man,griefe ha T s fo wrought on him, 
Her&kcs falfe fhadowes/or true fubftances. 

An. ConiCjtakc away : L&uima* goe with mr> 
lie to thy clofletjand goe read with diee 
Sadftorics,chanced in the times of old. 
Come boy,and goe with me, thy fight is young, 
Aud thou (halt read, when mine begin to dazell, Bxtmt 



Snteryomg Lucius and hminUrunmng after him^and 
the *Bqj flies from hsr with his bo&kgs vndbr his Ar&%e m 
Enter Titm and Mar cm. 
HdpeGrandfierhelpe,my AumLaxiftia, 
FoIIowcb me euery where I know not why. 
Good Vncle Marms fee how fwift fhe comes, 
Alas fweet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 
^r. Stand by me Lucius^oz not feare thy Aunt, 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harmc 
I w hen my father was in Rome flie did. 


^r.Wbat meanes my NzzcsLasiima by thefe fignes 
yi, Fearc not L^j^fomewhat doth Oicmeane: 
See Lmtes fee,how much flic makes of thee i 
Some whether would flhe haue thee goe with her* 
Ah boy, Cwwft*oeuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes, then fh c hath read to thee. 
Sweet Poetry ,and Tullics Oratour ; 
Canfl thou not geffe wherefore fhe plies thee thus? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can I gefle, 
Vnlcfle feme fit or frenzie do poffeffe her ; 
For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 
Extrcmitie of griefe* would make men mad* 
And I haue read that Hccufaof Ytoy, 
Ran mad through forrow,that made me to Feare^ 
Although my Lord^Iknowmy noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my booker, and flic 
Caufies perhaps,but pardon me fweet Aunt, 
And Madam/tf my Vncle Marcus goe, 
I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 
Mar. Lucius I wilj. 

Tu How now Laminia^Marcm what meanes this f 
Some booke there is that fhe defircs to fee $ 
Which is it girle of thefc ? Open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better sktld, 
Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 
Andfo beguile thy form till the heauens 
Reueale the damn'd contriuer of this deed. 
What booke f 

Why lifts fhc vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Mar* I thinke flic meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the faA,I more there was : 
Or elfe to heauen fhe heaues them to rcuenge, 

Lucius what booke is that fhetoffeth fo? 

Boy. Grandfier 'tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 
My mother gane it me. 

CMar. For loue of her that's gone, 
Perhahs fhe culd it from among the reft, 

Tu Soft,fo bufily fhe turnes the leaucs, 
Helpc her^what would flie finde ? Lauwia fliali I read ? 
This is the tragickc tale of Philomel} 
And treates o£Tereus treafon and his rape p 
And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Man See brother fec,note how {he quotes the leaucs 

Tu Lmima t wert thou thus furpriz'd fweet girle, 
Rauifht and wrong'd as Phil&mtla was ? 
Forc'd in the ruthleffe^vaftjand gloomy woods ? 
See,fee ? I fuch a place there is where we did hum, 
(O had wcneuei 5 neuer hunted there ) 
PaternM by that the Poet heere defcribes, 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

LMar* O why fliould nature build fo fouleaden, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies f 
TAG sue fignes fweet gtrle,for heere arc none but friends 
Whai Romaine Lord it was durfi do thedeed%? 
Or flunke not Saturnine^ T trcjxin erfts # 
That left theCampe cofitme mLmrece bed# 

Mar Sit downe fweet Nee ce t br other fit downe by mCj 
AffollojP alias Joue jot UHercftry y 
Jnfpire me that I may this treafon finde. 
My Lord looke heerCjlooke heere Lwma. 


He writes his Name with his Fiaffe^mdguides it 
t # withfeeteandmmb* 
This fandie plot is plaine,guidc if thou canft 


